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REAL THANKSGIVING 
Lipa H. Harpy 


If you count your many blessings, 
You will find that they'll increase. 

And as one by one you name them, 
You will add love, joy and peace. 


To yourself, if you would gather 
All the gifts of blooming youth, 
Daily send with glad thanksgiving 
Thoughts of strength and health and truth. 


Long ago some thankless children 
Sadly mourned, complained and wept, 
And so missed the many blessings 
That the Father for them kept. 


Finally, came the true thanksgiving; 
_ Praises glad from all the band. 
Then they entered, singing gaily, 
Right into the “Promised Land.” 


So let’s praise God’s love, unfailing; 
Praise his Goodness, now and here. 

Praise till earth yields up her increase, 
And all hearts their love and cheer. 


THRIFT 
Annie B. Cooke (16 years) 

There were once two girls, Florence Turner and 
Bertha Lindsey. Florence was a very thrifty girl, and the 
elder of the two. When out with other girls she would never 
spend her money. in foolish ways, for candy, and cheap 
shows,’ so the other girls began to call her “‘stingy.” 
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“Well, I don’t care,”’ she said to Bertha one day as 
the two were slowly walking home from school. “‘Let them 
talk. I'll show them some day, but really, dear, I can’t 
waste my time and money on candy, and movies, and such 
foolish things, when there are so many things I really want.” 

Bertha only smiled, but her friend answered, ““Well, 
just wait and see, then.” 

One day Florence surprised her friends by showing 
them a lovely violin she had bought a few days before. 

*“‘And with your own money, too,”’ exclaimed Sarah 
Smith. “‘Please tell me how you did it?” 

“Thrift did it all,’’ Florence replied, drawing her bow 
over the strings. 

“What is thrift>?’’ asked baby Ruth, to which came 
the answer: 

“Thrift, my dear, does not mean ‘saving up for a rainy 
day.’ No, nothing like that, because ‘rainy days’ do not 
come unless we expect them. It does mean, not to waste 
time and substance on things that bring no good return; in 
other words, don’t go to movies, unless you know you're 
going to get a good lesson, and stop visiting candy shops.” 

Then she said, turning to Bertha, “Last month you 
spent sixty cents on shows, and candy, and the like. Now, 
I'll warrant you can neither remember the shows nor the 
taste of the candy.” 


“Well,” said Bertha, as she blushed guiltily, “I can 
remember‘ the part of the show where the man found the 
money in the road, and took it to its real owner, but I can’t 
remember the taste of the candy.” 

“‘How much better it would have been if you had 
saved part of your money to help buy you a violin, or some 
nice, useful thing, that would help you grow and express 
yourself. If we all followed this plan, pretty soon, maybe 
we could have a violin orchestra. Let’s try.” 

She was delighted to find that her friends all approved 
the plan, and no candy shop or poor movies were patronized 
for awhile. 

Soon each girl possessed a nice violin, just like 
Florence’s, and the orchestra was formed. Many good 
times, indeed, our little friends enjoyed together. 

So, you see, dear children, even the things which seem 
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so impossible to us may be conquered, if we will but try, 
but while trying let us not forget to do our very best. 


CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 

Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


November again. November brings us Thanks- 
giving Day. Supposing you each think over 
very carefully what you have to give thanks for. 
It would take you a long time to tell it all over, 
wouldn’t it? And is it yours only for just this 
one day? No? Well, then, why can’t we 
every day, when we first open our eyes on a 
new day, count over all the good things we have to be thank- 
ful for, and give thanks? It would be like counting over 
gold to count over our Good, and do you know the more we 
count it, the more it increases. 

The great storehouse of all is Mind, and must handle 
our good things stored there with our thoughts. The little 
fingers of our thought take hold of all these things we long 
for, and so we must understand how to train them. 

Christmas-time draws nigh. Who will give us a 
Christmas story or make us a photo visit? We expect to 
have a double number for Christmas, and shall be glad to 
have every Booster and Wee contribute something to WEE 
Wispom’s Christmas stocking. 

‘The Unity Boosters are busy writing stories for Christ- 
mas. Let every Booster help. 


ami -RE we are with our year turned ‘round to 5 
f 
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West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—| see 1 made a mistake about the bricks, but 
glad it’s coming out all right anyway. Well, we had our party but not 
in the park, as we first planned. After one of Mrs. Hardy's fine les- 
sons on fruit, mother read us a poem about sowing “Word Seeds,” 
taken from Weekly Unity, and then she read us some accounts of 
children being healed, from her Unity Magazine. Then we all went 
out in the back yard and had.a splendid game of “Newcomb” with 
my football until it was time for Genevieve to take her music lesson 
and for me to go after the cows. While we were gone Virginia took 
the others for a walk through the park. When we were all together 
once more mother had us form in line and handed us each a numbered 
slip of paper, and each had to march up to a table and find another 
long slip of paper with our number on it, and some writing telling 
us what we had to do toward getting our lunch ready. 

Laura is the baby of our club, and she got the very first slip which 
said to spread newspapers on our lawn table for a table cloth, and 
you ought to have seen how proud she looked when she was doing it, 
and how well she did it for a little girl, too. Every one of us had to 
do something toward setting the table and getting the food on, and we 
had lots of fun finding out what we had to do, and going in the house 
after the things and bringing them out, and we certainly did enjoy 
eating the lunch. We had club colors, too, which were made of 
pickled beets and carrots. After the lunch was over we each had to 
take some of the things back into the house again, and then we played 
games until it was time for the others to go home. Well, I guess this 
is all about our party, and I hope every Booster had as good a time 
with their party as we did with ours. We do wish Mr. Royal could 
come here on his vacation, but we don’t suppose he can very well, 
we are so far north. But we have never given up our plan to go to 
Unity Center and study some day. 

I. H. N. Crus, Earnest P. Balizell, Sec. 


Ottsville, Pa 

My dear Wee Wispom—lI have received seven copies of the WEE 
Wispom and like it ever so much. I enjoyed the stories and our 
Magic Pillows. They are so interesting. The Wee Wispom is of 
great help to me, and my girl friends are very much interested in it and 
think it is a wonderful book. It teaches us all something that will help 
us. All the boys and girls picked some dry lima beans and string 
beans for the Red Cross. They picked almost every day. Some of 
the grown people are knitting things for the benefit of the Red Cross, 
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for the soldiers to wear. There are several of Miss Burd’s boys in 
the army and we are trying to help them the best we can. Here is a 
story of “Saved,” as you like the story I sent before. I looked at the 
picture of “Saved"’ in a book. I am writing a story of it for you. 
The story is not in the book. I thought of it myself. With best 
wishes to all the Wees. Your loving little friend, Dorothy Reed. 


SAVED 


Hero is our dog, the best dog in the world, we think. Everybody 
loves Hero very much because he is always saving people. We think 
Hero is a brave dog. 

One day a woman and her daughter, Sarah, went down to the 
seaside. Her mother let her go down to the beach and she fell into 
the sea. Hero saw her fall into the sea and ran into the water after 
her; he caught her clothes in his mouth and carried her out of the 
water. He took her to her mother. Her mother was very happy 
because Hero saved her girl. She loved her and kissed her very 
much and kissed Hero, too. She thought Sarah would die, so she took 
her to bed and gave her something to make her well. 

Hero does not belong to her. He belongs to us and we live in a 
house by the sea. 


Water Valley, Miss. 
Dear Wee Wispom and all the Boosters—How are you all en- 
joying school? I am not going, as I and my mother are visiting a 
friend in Water Valley. I have not heard how the Red Bird Club 
is getting along since I left, but I had my WEE Wispom sent to me, 
and | did not see any letter from home. I am giving all the little 
children I see the WEE Wispoms and telling them about our club. 
Romanye Brown and Ella Pigeon, I received your cards; was glad to 
hear from you, but you got my name wrong; it is Thelma Hardin, in- 
stead of Thelma Harding. I will answer when I go home, or maybe 
before. I take the Weekly Unity, and read it through nearly every time 
I get it. I sent for a Prosperity Bank and sent it to Mrs. W. W. Gib- 
son; that is where we are, so I still get to read it. She has a sore foot, 
an old sore, and her left eye bursted out, but since mamma and | came 
her foot is healing and the light hurts her eye. Mamma got her to 
write to Unity. She certainly believes in the Truth. Mamma wrote 
to Unity for me last winter before school started and everything was 
so easy. I am going to study the eighth grade and I expect for it to 

be easy this winter. I will close, wishing you all success in school, 


R. B. CLus, Thelma Hardin, Sec. * 


‘ 
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Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Wet Wispom—You thought we were not at the birthday 
party, but we were, although we did not make ourselves conspicuous. 
We enjoyed it all very much, too, thank you. We are meeting the 
first Sunday in every month. A new girl, Elizabeth Collins, joined 
us in September, and another, Maxine Mason, this month. On count- 
ing over our list of members we find that we now have forty-eight— 
just the number of states in the Union—and then it occurred to us 
that our first original Booster picture had thirteen members, just like the 
thirteen original colonies. But that doesn’t mean that we don’t want 
any more members, because anyone who wants to learn the secret of 
happiness is welcome to join us: We think we have a special claim 
on the U. S. flag now, with its thirteen stripes and forty-eight stars. 
To us red is for love, the white for purity and the stars symbolize the 
Light of Wisdom in the blue firmament of Truth. We shall keep our 
flag waving to the honor and glory of God and the Prince of Peace, 
whose reign has now begun in our hearts. Yours for the new race 

and the new earth. Love to Boosters everywhere. 
Happy THoucnt Boosters. 


Rosebank, Surbiton, England. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am eleven years. 1 went away in August 
to the seaside for a month, and had my birthday there. I like WEE 
Wispom very much, and I always read every word of it. We have 
two little love birds. They are very pretty and sing a very funny 
little song. I liked the story about Bruce and Artie very much. 
Have you any other English readers? You know I am English. I 
agree with Jimmy in Blanche’s Corner in the July number. I often 
eat red blackberries and unripe cherries and gooseberries, and they 
never hurt me. Lots of love to all the Wees. Your true Booster, 
Lettice Jones. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—l have started school here, and have been 
very, very busy every night. As our school is a country school we 
only have twenty pupils. I simply love it here, and don't mind the 
work at all, compared with the city work. I wear my pin on most my 
dresses, and it looks nice on nearly every one. Lots of people have 
asked me what it was, and I have told them. I have never seen any- 

one else with one on. Lovingly, Harriet Louise Eells. 


South Natick, Mass. 
Dear Wees—I live in South Natick on a farm. We have thirty 
cows, nine horses, also three trucks to deliver milk, and a Ford. We 
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have two thousand hens and there will be about two thousand bushels 
of potatoes. There are thirty-five acres of silage corn. The farm 
consists of about five hundred acres. I have no brothers or sisters, 
but I have lots of dolls. Yours with lots of love, Priscilla O'Leary. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My little brother, Bert, will not say “his 
prayers in the morning. Mother has to call him to say them. Will 
you help him, Wees? I will ask God to help him, too. Dear WEE 
Wispom, please send me some thought to hold in the daytime, like you 
sent my brother Robert. I would like to have it. We are going to 
move, and I am going to another school, and I wish you would hold 
your good thoughts for me and my brothers. I hope some of the 
children in the school will take WEE Wispom and like it. My sister, 
Olive, also needs your help to make her strong and well. Ever yours, 

Irene Parker. 


Millboro, S. D. 

Dear Wee Wispom—The primer page of October reminds me 
of when I had three little rabbits. One day one of our neighbor's 
boys came with his father to work in the field that is east of us. My 
brother and the neighbor's boy went down to a pond to go ‘swimming, 
and on their way they saw three little rabbits, and brought them home. 
I kept them till they were tame and then let them go. They came 
home at noon and at night, and I was always so glad to see them. | 
received the card that you sent to us children. I have learned the 
prayer. I am sending ten cents for a dozen of the cards, “The 
Prayer of Faith.” I am going to give them to some of my friends. 


Love to all the Boosters, from Fredrick Johnson. 


Woodcligf, N. J. 

_ Dear Wee Wispom—I enjoy you very much. You have been . 

visiting me four months and I like you. This is the first time I have 

written, and I want you to put my letter in this month. Yours truly, 
Milton Gnaston. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI am going to tell you what a nice time | * 
have been having. I have been going to shows and | have been getting 
along fine in school: Now, I am going to tell you about the cat's tea 
party. 
THE CAT’S TEA PARTY 


Five little pussy cats, invited out to tea, cried: “Mother, let us 
go—oh, do! for good we'll surely be. We'll wear our bibs and hold 
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our things like you teach us—spoons in right paws, cups left, and make 
a pretty bow. We'll always say, “Yes, if you please,’ and ‘only half 
of that.’ “Then go, my darling children,” said the happy mother-cat. 
The five little pussy cats went out to tea. Their heads were smooth 
and glossy. Yours truly, Robert Parker. 

_ « P.S.—Please help us to keep a little kitten or a rabbit for winter 
for frolic for us children —R. P. 


I find on my desk these reports, handed in by the 
Junior Boosters, who are expected to tell at each Club meet- 
ing of some helpful, loving service they have done for others. 


This is what little Mercedes says: 


“Dear Boosters—This is my report: Saturday, we were expect- 
ing our aunt, so | made the beds and picked up the scraps, and when 
mother was away, one morning, I got breakfast for Billie, (that’s what 
we call my little sister) and me, and tried not to quarrel.” 

Mercedes’ wee sister reports: 

I have been very good, so mother says. Once mother did not 
feel well, so I brought her a drink of water every time she wanted one, 
which seemed pretty often. When we went visiting our aunt I was 
careful not to give mother any trouble, and behaved as well as I 
knew how.—Billie Ray. 


Alvie Reese reports: 

“I go to the store every day, and empty the garbage every day. 
Lots of times I hull the peas and sweep for mother. In the morning - 
I make up a big bed for mother. There was a little boy that was 
nearly blind, and I gave him a lot of Wee Wispoms. 

Here’s Virginia Fifer’s report: 

“I washed the dishes, and dusted, and scrubbed the floor, and 
washed the dining room windows. I scrubbed the back porch, and 
washed the keys on the piano, and beat the bed room rug, and washed 
papa’s socks, and mamma's and my stockings, and went to the store, 
and then down town for mother.” 


Neitta says she washed the dishes for her mother, and 
* made the bed, cleaned up the back porch, dusted, and 
scrubbed down the stairs with a wet rag, and went to the 
store. 


This is Wynona Rees’ report: 
“I wash the dishes for mamma every morning. I go to the store 
every day. I dust for mamma sometimes. I fix lunch when mamma 
is busy. I help Mr. Wyatt water his garden. I stay at home, some- 
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times, and keep house when mamma goes to town, or goes to class, and 
I am trying to be a nice girl, and not fuss when mamma tells me to do 
something.” 
Colusa, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My little brother and I would like to join 
your Booster Club. I inclose thirty cents, for which kindly send two 
pins. I am a new subscriber to Wee Wisdom and like it very much. 
Yours in Truth, Bertha Capito. 


We give Bertha and little brother a hearty welcome. 
Sacramento, Cal. 

Dear Boosters—I have written to you before. I hope to have a 

Booster Club, but don’t know how to get started. I like to get letters 

and love WEE Wispom, so if some of you would write to me | would 

write right back to you. My address is 817 30th Street. I was so 

glad my blessing was in Wee Wispom. With love, 

Mary Jeannette Edwards. 


The first necessary thing in starting a Booster Club is 
to want to. Then line up in mind all the joys that will 
surely come from making sunshine everywhere, and keeping 
your ears and eyes and tongue always serving the Good. 
This will draw to you those who are of like mind. 

Moni. 

Dear Wee Wispom—Today is a cold and gloomy day outdoors, 
so we all stay in the house. All my WEE Wispom Scienlle have for- 
gotten it is my birthday (October 7th). We had eggs, potatoes, cab- 
bage, pickles, milk, bread and butter, cake and cookies for my dinner 
party. Aisa Freeze and my brother, Cond Dunlap, came out from 
Miles City in the car to be here. Wee Wispom has visited our home 
for two years and we like her fine. We are all through haying. We 
are getting ready to dig potatoes. We haven't raised any corn or 
wheat this year, but we have some oats. I miss the long letters Miss 
Gertrude Gray used to write. Do you take the Needlecraft from 
Augusta, Maine, Miss Gray? Your sincere friend, jennie Dunlap. ° 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have been getting WEE Wispom for about a 
year and a half, and like it very much. My age is eleven, and my 
brother James was eight last week. Inclosed find stamps for two 
Booster pins. I will try and get my schoolmates interested so I can 
start a Booster Club a little later. I am sure we could all have better 
times together when we all learn to live up to what the three wise 

monkeys will teach us. Yours in Truth and love. Lewis Butz. 


WEE WISDOM 


Here’s a band of jolly Boosters, 
From far South Africa— 

Celia, Joy and Baby Harry— | 
Come with mamma, all the way. 

Such a joy it gives to greet them, 
Mamma Flora, too; 

Every Booster’s out to meet them 


With a glad, “Hello!” 


Wichita, Kans. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This little story was composed and written 
on typewriter last evening at her papa’s office by my little niece, 
Virginia, six years old. She likes the little stories written by the 
children so much that she wanted to write one, too. I send it, mistakes 


and all. Yours in Love and Truth, » «Julia A. Thayer. 


VIRGINIA’S STORY 
Once there was a girl named Mary. She went into the 
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woods. She saw a red bird, and ran after it, and tried to 
catch it. But the bird flew away. Some time after she 
saw the bird in a tree near by making a nest. Mary was so 
glad; she would take some grain out in a cup and feed it 
each day and she was so happy because she was a good 
little girl. 

Wee Virginia has certainly made a fine beginning for 
both story teller and typist. We shall hope for more of her 
compositions. 


SMILE-UPS AND THE SUN-SPOTS 


Winks 


Said Smile-Ups, “‘I’ve been hearing there are Sun-spots on 
the Sun; 

Now if I lived in Sun-Land I’m sure I’d want to run, 

But if I did I'd laugh a bit to cheer the running crowd, 

And if I laughed they’d surely know, for I should laugh out 
loud. 

Now Sun-spots to my mind are good, they make the Sun 
turn round, 

And surely folk must need those spots to keep them on Sun- 
ground. 

They say the Sun-spots change the Earth and thus make 
changes here, 

But I ™ thinking they are folk to send good thoughts, my 

ear, 

I mean the Sun-spots’ people are to cheer us every day, 

And send bright thoughts to us down here the best that each 
one may. 

You ma and say, “It is too warm for folk to live up 
there,” 

Now oy might say the same of us—‘*Too cold for us to 
are. 

We know not of the moon-or stars, nor of the Sun ’tis true, 

But we may take a broader look and get a clearer view, 

en we may smile in joy, I know, from morning until eve, 

For smiles of joy and breadth of view shall cause no.one to 

grieve. 


“Their angels do always behold the face of my Father 
in heaven.” 
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RITA’S EXPERIENCE WITH THE PRAYER 
OF FAITH 
(As she told it to her father.) 


ESTERDAY they had painting in school and I 
was so scared I didn’t know what to do. As I 
# looked at the flowers on the table, and then at 
the paint, I said, “‘Oh dear, what shall I do!” 
But, you know, I wasn’t excited. Then 
re] suddenly something seemed to say to me: 
“God is your help in every need.” 
Oh, I was so happy I wanted to jump up 
and down in my seat, but I knew my teacher would think I 
had gone crazy. I was so happy, I kept saying to myself: 
“God is my help in every need. 
does my every hunger feed.” 

And then I started to paint. I sit near the door. 
After a while the teacher who has charge of the drawing 
and painting in the entire school came in. I was so busy 
painting when I heard someone call out: “Don’t touch 
that! Don’t add any more to that, it is beautiful.” 

I looked up and there was the drawing teacher. I 
thought first I had done something wrong, and that I was 
going to be punished, for it didn’t seem real for me to get 
such praise for my painting. She took my work and showed 
it to our teacher and to all the class. Then she asked per- 
mission to send it to the other class rooms, so that all the 
teachers and children could see it. And papa, it must have 
— very good, for it was taken to the teachers in the highest 
grades. 

At first I felt ashamed, because everybody looked at 
me so; then I felt happy for I remembered how I had some 
spelling words wrong the day before, and my teacher made 
me feel badly by telling me how wonderful my brother Jim 
was; that he never had any words wrong when he was in 
her class two years ago. The way she talked about Jim he 
must have been wonderful and it made me feel as if I had 
no right to be Jim’s sister; then I wanted to be wonderful, 
too. As I thought of all these things I said to myself, 
“‘Now my teacher will think I’m great, like Jim, and Jim 
will be proud of me.”’ So then I felt happy for real. But 
the best of all is, that now I know God always helps us. 


WEE WISDOM 13 


Our little hearts are gardens, 
Our little thoughts are seeds, 
Our little true words are blossoms, 
Our little wrong words are weeds. 
Love in our heart is sunshine, 
Gladness is summer shower, 
Kindness is growing weather, 
Patience is fruiting power. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 6, NOVEMBER II. 
NEHEMIAH’S PRAYER.—Neh. 1:1-11. 


Gotpen Text—Whatsoever we ask, we receive of him, because 
we keep his commandments, and do those things that are pleasing in 


his sight—I John 3:22. 


This prayer of Nehemiah’s was for the children of Israel. They 
were in trouble, and Nehemiah knew that the quickest and best way 
out of trouble was through prayer. That would be a spendid thing 
for all of us to remember. If prayer is a good way to end distress 
and trouble, then we all want to know just how to pray, do we not? 
The Golden Text says, “Whatsoever we ask we receive of him, be- 
cause we keep his commandments and do those things that are pleasing 
in his sight.” The first commandment is this: “Thou shalt love the 
Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy strength, and with all 
thy might,” so if we want our prayers answered we must be sure that 
we are loving God, the Good, in everybody and everything around us. 
When we get still and close our eyes and let the Divine Love flow 
through us we are loving God, for God is everywhere. 

Jesus said, “Ask, believing ye have already received.” Instead 
of begging God for anything we should give thanks and praise that all 
good things are now ours, as God's children. That is the truth, and 
when we believe it and declare it, why it just can’t help showing in 
our lives. 

How may we always do those things pleasing in the sight of God? 
If we listen always to the still, small yoice within us, and obey it, we 
cannot help doing ‘wise, true things, which are pleasing in the sight of 
_ the Spirit. 


a 
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Lesson 7, NOVEMBER 18. 
NEHEMIAH'’S PRAYER ANSWERED.—Neh. 2:1-11. 


Gotpen Text—Ask and it shall be given you—Matt. 7:7. 


The prayer of Nehemiah was answered, and the king was moved 
to grant his request that he be allowed to go and help his people re- 
build Jerusalem. Every true prayer is answered. When a prayer is 
not answered it is not because God refuses to answer, but because we 
have failed to pray aright. If, wishing a drink, we attempt to turn a 
faucet meant to push, the water does not come, does it? Is it because 
someone is holding it back, or because there is none there? Of course, 
we know that the water is right there, waiting for the right touch to 
release it. The trouble is with us. We have not done our part. It is 
just that way with prayer. All good is waiting for us. There is all of 
life and joy and substance that we can use, only we must do our part. 

“Ask and it shall be given you,” is true, but we must ask in the 
right way. First, we must know that we are children of God, and 
that it is his will that we have every good thing. If we do not seem to 
have all good it is because we have not realized that it was ours for 
the asking. Then we must declare that this good is now manifesting 
in our lives. We must give thanks that our prayer is answered. 
That sort of prayer cannot fail, for it is according to Divine Law. 


Lesson 8, NOVEMBER 25. 
A PSALM OF THANKSGIVING.—Psalm 103. 


Goipen Text--Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his 
benefits —Psalm  103:2. 


This is Thanksgiving month, and today’s lesson is one of thanks- 
giving and praise. We know that every day should be thanksgiving 
day, but this happy celebration we have in November helps us to re- 
member that fact. The refrain of this wonderful Psalm is, “Bless the 
Lord, O my soul.” It is a refrain which we should set going within us. 
It will make our hearts light and happy. It will fill our hours with 
sunshine. “Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all that is within me, 
praise his holy name.’ If we are singing this in our hearts the sky will 
be more beautifully blue, the autumn colors will be brighter and the 
round old harvest moon will be more round and red than ever. 

There are reasons enough why we should bless and praise God. 
Just stop and think about some of them. First, I think we are thankful 
that we have a knowledge of the Truth of life. We are glad to know 
that we are not worms of the dust, but children of the King—the living 
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God. Then, as his children, we know that all good is for us. We 
know that God is life and joy and love and substance. We know that 
we can never be separated from God. Therefore we can never be 
separated from life or love or joy or plenty. Isn't that enough to make 
anybody's soul sing? Not only are these good things true on Thanks- 
giving day, but they are true every hour of every day. Then let us 
start in our hearts today a song of praise and thanksgiving. Let us 
make it so big and full and fervent that it will never die out, but echo 
and re-echo through us and everything around us for ever and ever— 


Amen. 


Lesson 9, DECEMBER 2. 
NEHEMIAH BUILDS THE WALLS OF JERUSALEM. 
Nehemiah 4:7-21. 


Goitpen Text—The Lord is my helper and I will not fear what 
man shall do unto me.—Heb. 13:6. 


We read a few Sundays ago how Nehemiah asked and was given 
permission to go to Jerusalem. In today’s lesson he is trying to build 
a wall around the city. Some of the people thought the task impossible 
because of the condition of the wall and the amount of rubbish around 
it. Also there was word that their enemies were coming against them. 
Altogether it would seem to be a very discouraging outlook. But 
Nehemiah was wise enough to look to God for help. It would have 
been impossible for the Israelites to have handled the situation as they 
did, without the help of Divine strength and Wisdom. They realized 
that they of themselves could do nothing, but that the Father within 
them could do all things. So Nehemiah went quietly about his work, 
all the time praying to God for help and guidance. 

The lesson in this for us is, of course, plain. We should remem- 
ber, there is but one Presence and one. Power in the universe. We 
should also remember that we are one with that power. If we know 
that we cannot be afraid of anything, can we? God is all Strength 
and we are one with God. Then nothing which comes up in our lives 
can be too hard for us to do, for we have all strength in the world to 
draw on. If we remember to pray our problems will all be solved. 
By praying we mean getting still and realizing our oneness with God 
and our right to all good. If we make this praying a habit we need 
never be anxious or fearful. Our lives will be in harmony with the 
Law and we will be glad and happy. 


Whether great, or whether small 
Love, the Good, you see in all. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THE NEW HUMPTY DUMPTY 


Humpty Dumpty 
Sat on a wall, 
But Humpty Dumpty 
Never could fall, 
For all the good tho’t men 
Steady and true, 
Held Humpty Dumpty 
Tighter than glue. 
The story goes something like this: 
There was a stone wall about eight feet high, just the 


sort of wall that boys and girls love to run along on. It 
was not wide enough for folk to pass or run beside one an- 


other. 

One bright fall day a small boy was running along to 
get some sumac leaves that grew close to the wall. As he ran 
he saw a large boy running toward him on the wall. 

“‘Look out, you’ll fall,”” shouted a lady on the side- 
walk below. 


“*No, I won’t,”” was the terse reply, as the small boy set 
himself down on the wall. When the big boy came along, 
he hopped over the other one’s head, and went merrily on. 

“I’m a Humpty—I’m a Humpty,”’ sang the small boy 
gleefully. “Only I didn’t fall—lI just sat tight." So our— 

Humpty Dumpty 
Sat on a wall, 
But goodness, no, 
He didn’t fall. 
‘How could he help 
But be secure, 
When of God's love 


He is so sure., 
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WHAT I HAVE TO BE 
THANKFUL FOR 
Merry Mary 

I am thankful for the sunshine, 
I am thankful for the rain, 

I am thankful that I know the Truth, 
That keeps me free from pain. 


I am thankful for ten fingers, 
I am thankful for ten toes, 
That I have eyes to see the birds, 
And everything that grows. 


I have so many “‘thankfuls”’ 
I’m happy as can be, 

I’m glad to say that every day 
Is Thanksgiving Day with me. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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